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Exeunt. 


. TheTragedie. 

Then ficrir expedition be my wings, 

I ouc. Mercuric and Herald for a king. 

Come mu ll er men,my counfaileis my vnjcl , 

Wc rouft be briefe, when traytors braue the held. 

Enter JUteeene Margaret fola. 

c> Mar. So now profperitie begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefc confines flilic haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfarics : 

A dire indudion am I witnclTe too. 

And will to France, hoping the confcquence 
\Vill prouc as bitter, blacke, and tragical!, 

"Withdraw theewtcrched Margaret, who comes here- 

Enter the Queene , and the Dutchejfe of Yorhe . 

«h. Ah my' yon g Princes, ah my tender babes! 

^ My vnblownc fl owcrs» newappearing fwcets, ^ — 

/fyet your gentle foules flic in the aire, 

And be not fixtin doome perpetual!, 
jLv* Houcr about me with your aicric wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Afar. Houembout her , fay that right for right 
HattTdtmd your infant morne,to aged night, 

£hg. Wilt thou O God , flic from fuch gentle lambes, 

And throw them in the intrailes of the wolfc.- 
When did ft thou flccpe,whcn fuch a deed was done f 

6) k Mar . When holy JS/^ri dide, and my fweetfonncV 
^3 ffZtch. Blind fight , deadlifcT poore mortall liuing ghoftf 
tVocs fccanc , worlds fhamc,graucs due by life vfurpt, 

, ' far. Reft they vnreft on Englands lawful! earth, 

— Vnlawfully made drunkewith innocents blood. 

<gjt m o that thou wouldft as well affoord a graue, 

As*thou canft yceld a melancholy feate. 

Then would / hide my bones, not reft them here ; 

O who hath any caufc to mourne but I? 









of Rich* rd the third. 

,-put. So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 
That my woe- wearied tongue is mute & dumbe, 

Edward Plantagenentjwhy art thou dead ? 

O Mar. Ifauncicntforrow bemoft reuerent, 

Giueniincthc benefitof fignorie, 

And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focietie, _ 

T-ll ouer your woesagaine by viewing mine : 

I fad an Edward, till a Richard kild him : 

I had a Richard, till a Rich ard kij d him. 

Thou hadft an Edwaf^nh i Richard kftd him. 

Thou had ft a Richard, t.ll a Richard k.ld him. 

T)rt I had a Richard too, and thou didfl kill him. — 

I !ud a Rutland too, and thou holpfttokillhim. ^ *= 

1 h a Mar Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him s 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eye* 

To worrk lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, UaL 
That foule defacer ofGods handy worke, 

Xwombe let loo(e,to chafcv s to our graues, 

Ovpright.iuft,and true difpofing God, 

How do I thanke thee, that this carnall c.urre {*? 

Praies on the itfue of his mothcrsbodie, 

And makes her puc-fellow with others mone. 

But. O.Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God w itnelTe with me, I haue wept for tliee._ 

6) Mar. Bearwith me, Tam hungry forreuenge, 

Andnow I cloie me with beholding it s 
Thv Edward, he is d*ad,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other EdwardHead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he i' but boote,beca;.ifc both they 

Match not the high perfeaton of my lojTc : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And thebe holders ofthistragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers,Vaugham, Gray, 

Vntimdy fmotbved in their dusk ic graue <, 

Richard yet liue*,hel* blacke intelligencer, Qndy 
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